THE  SPELL   OF  THE  PAST

However pleasing it may be in the retrospect, how-
ever fondly we may dwell upon it, our real interest
is in the present and the future. Probably no man
regrets that he did not live at an earlier period, one
hundred, five hundred, two thousand years ago;
while the wish that our existence had been deferred
to some future age is quite common. It all springs
from this instinctive dislike to going back, and this
zest for the unknown, the untried. There are many
experiences in the lives of us all that we would like
to repeat, but we do not want to go back. We habit-
ually look upon life as a journey; the past is the
road over which we have just come; these were fair
countries we just passed through, delightful experi-
ences we had at this point and at that, but we do not
want to turn back and retrace our steps. There
is more or less a feeling of satiety. We want to go
ahead, but of what is behind us we have had our
fill. What is the feeling we have when we meet a
crowd pressing into the show as we are coming out,
or when we see our eager friends embarking for
Europe as we again set foot on our native shore ?
Do we not have a kind of pity for them ? Do we not
feel that we have taken the cream and that they will
find only the skimmed milk ? We think of the world
as moving on, everybody and everything as pressing
forward. To live our lives over again would be to go
far to the rear. It would be to give up the present
and all that it holds; it would be a kind of death.
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